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matd,whofecGldbofbnn, relentleft as they, Has wecWdmywim hopes by her pride. 
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Now flie blafts of the Winter come on, 
And the Waters grow dark as they rife I 
Yet 'tis well! Iheyj**** * * *to* ) M li u i v dilaain, 





That has lower d in thofe frrffrUnt v trycc C 
Sincere were the fighs it reprefs*d; * ■- **» 




But they rofe in the days that are flown 1 
Ah. Nymph, unrelenting-,and cold as thou art 




My Spirit is proud as thy own. 
To thy Rocks, ffcormy Lannov, adieu i 



Lo! the wings of the Sea Fowl are fpread, 

To efcape the rough ftbrm by their flight. 

And thefe Caves will afford tlmi.. a gl-aomy 

retreat. 




From the Winds and the Billows of Night. 
Like them to the home of my Youth, 
Like them to its fhades I retire* ^ 
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To thy Rocks, ftormy Lannow, adieu . 
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